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The Tragedie of Titus zA ndronkus. 


That: could haue better lowed then Philomel* 

Oh had the monfterfcenc ihofc Lilly hands, 

Tremble likcAfpenieaues vponaLutCj 

And make the filken firings delight to kiflc them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

0 r had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that fwect tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knj fc and fell aflecpe, 

As C^* rm at l h c Thracian Poets feete. 

Coroe jet vs goe^and make thy father blirxte. 

Far fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 

What, vuill whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 

Doe not draw backe/or we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafc thy mifery* Exeunt 


ABusTertiuu 


Enter the ludges md SenMours with Titm two fvnnesbomd t 
faffing on the Stage to the pldce of execution 7 md Ittm going 
before pleading* 

Tu Hearc me grsue fathcrs^noble Tribunes (lay, 
for piety of mine age, whofe youth was (pent 
In dangerous warrcs^whilrt you iccur^ly flcpt: 
For all my olood in Rome* great quarreilfhed, 
For all the frofty eights that I haue watcht, 
And for theft bitter teares, which now you fee. 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
Be pittSfuil to my condemned Sonnes, 
Whoftfoulesis not corrupted as 'tis thought : 
For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 
Becaufe they died in honours So^ty bed. 

Andronicm lyeth dovme^mdthe fudges ftffe hj him* 
For thcie, Tribunes,^ the du^I vgrfte 
My harts deepe la^guor^aad my toules fad teares : 
Let my teares ftauch the earths drie appetite. 
My Tonnes fwect blood, will make it lhanie andbluftu 
O earth ! I will be friend thee more wkh raine Zxcmt 
That (hall diftill from thelc two ancient ruines. 
Then yomhfull Aprill (hall with all his fhowres 
In fammers drougbnlle drop vpon thee ftill, 
In Winter with warme teares He melt the iliow, 
Aidkecpe ereniall fpritigtirac on thy face, 
So thonrefijfe to dnnkc my deare fonnes bloodi 

Enter Lttciwj&ith hit weapon dmww* 

Oh reuerent Tribunes^oh gentle aged men, 
Vnbinde my fanr*es,reuerfe the doome of deaths 
And let me fay (that newer wept before) 
M ycearcs arc now preualing Ora tours. 

Lu. Oh noble fathcr,you Uroentin vaine, 
The Tribunes he are not t no mains by, 
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. 

Tu AhLm/wfor thy brother a jet me plead, 
Graue TribuncSjOnce more I in treat of you. 

My gracious Lord ,no Tribune hearesyoufpeake, 

Ti", Why 'tis no matter man, if they did hearc 
They would notmarkc me;oh if they did hears 
They would not pitty me. 
Therefore I teli tny for r owes booties to the ftones. 


Who though they cann<ii^rrf^^ 
Yet in fome fort they are better then theT 2 7> 
ror that they will not intercept my tale • es > 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my f C€!e 
Rcceiue my testes, and feeme to weepewhh 
And were they but attired in graue weedes ^ 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe 
A ftone is as foft waxc, 
Tribunes more hard then ftones: 
A ftone is fileht ? and offendechnot. 
And Tribunes with their tongues doome n 
But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapo^^*' 
To refcue my two brothers from the? !r * ? 
For which attempttheludges hauepronounS^ 
My euerlafling doome of banifhmcnt, 

77. O happy man.they bsiie befriended* W 
Why foolifh iW/a*,doft thou not perceiue 1 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers ? 
Tigers muft pray, and Rome affords no p f ™ 
Bu tme and and mine : how happy af t tho/ flfffl 
From thcie deuourers to be banifhed ? * 
But who comes with our brother Mm&hz m $ 

Enter Tfiamis and Lmima n 
M#r* 71f^,prepare thy noble eyes to wtpt 
Or if not fojthy noble heart to breakc : 1 
I bring confuting forrow to thine aqe. 
Ti. Will it conlume me ? Let me leek then, 
tjtfar* This was thy daughter. 
77. Why Aiiircm fo fhe is, 
hue. Ayemethisobieakilsme, 
Tu Fainc-harted boy.arife andlobke vponhr 
Spcake Lfflini&jribax accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handkflc in thy Fathers fight } 
What fool e hath added water to the Sea? 
Or broyght a faggot to bright burning Troy i 
My griefe was at the height before thou cam'ft 
And now like Njlm kdifdaineth bounds : * 
Giurmeafword ,IIecHop off my hands too, 
For they haue fought for Romc s and all in vainer 
And they hauennrli this woe, 
In feeding life : 

In bootdefle prayer haue they bene held ?p, 
And they haue feru'd me to efteftlcffe vfe t 
Now all the fcruicel require of them, 
Is that the one will heJpe to cut the other ? 
'Tis well Lauinm^t thou haft no hands, 
For hands to do Romeferuice 7 isbut vainc* 

hmn Speake gentle iiaer 3 who hathmartyr^ thee? 
Mar* O that dclightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with fuch plcafing eloquence, 
Is tome from forth that pretty ho[]ow cagCj 
Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung, 
Swecc varied notes inchanting cuery care. 

Luci t Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed t 

Mam Oh thus I found her flrayifig m (he Parke, 
Seeking tohide herfelfcas doth theDeare 
That hath receiude fome vnrecuriug wouudr 

Tit* It was my Deare, 
And he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, then had he fcild me dead : 
For now I ftand as one vpon a Rocke^ 
Inuiron'd with a wildernefle of Sea; 
Who markes the waxing tide, 
Grow waue by watie^ 
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jerwheofofmecnuiousfurge, 
^Siabii btinifhbowel. fwrallow him. 
f ' " t0 death my wretched fonr.es are gone : 
T {Undsmy other lbnne,* banifht man, 
^Sire my brother weeping at my woes. 


rAaTwhich giues my fonle the grcatett fpurne, 

5rtre t^/^deercr then my foul*. 
^Ibuticcncthy piaure in chispJig^t, 
Hl % haue madded me. What fliali 1 doe? 


behold thy liuely body fo ? 
3(lh4 ftno hands to w'P^way thy teare^. 


tell me who hath marry rM thee : 


Vhy husband he is deadend tor his death 
!hv brother* ate coodcmn'd^and dead try litis. 
. ^ e Marcui^ ionneLMiMs iooke otttoer s 
jf- hcn I did name her brother s.then frefh teares 
Won her eheckcs 5 as doth thehony dew, 
VD0D3 gathred Lilliealmoft withered., 
i 'jkftr. Perchance (be weepes bccaule they kii d ber 
hu*and„ ^ 
p^hance becaufe fheknowes him innocent. 

fu If they did kill thy husband thenbeioyfull, 
Becaaft the law hath tane rcu enge on them. 
Kc no^hey would not doe fo foulc a dcede, 
Wiethe for row that their fifter makes. 
Gentle hmnU let me kiffe thy Ops, 
Or make fome lignes how I may do thee cafe : 
s j ia jl thy good Vnde^nd thy brother Lucim^ 

thou and 1 fit round about fome Fountain 
Looking all dow-neward* to behold our checkes 
How they are fUind in meadowes^ yet not dry 
With miery flimc Icfconthcianby a flood ; 
And m the Eountaine fhall wc gas:e fo long^ 
Till the frefh ta0e be tiken from that cleerenes. 
And made a brine pit with our bitter teares i 
Oifliall we cut away our hands like thine f 
Or (hall we bite our tongues, and hi dumbc fhewes 
PalTc the remainder of o hare fu 1 1 day cs ? 
What fliail we doe i Let vs th3t haue our tongue* 
plot fome deuifc offunher nii&rics 
To make vs wondred athi time to come. 

I** Sweet Father ceafe you r ccares/or at your griefe 
See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps, 

Patience deer e Neece^good Tit m drie thine 

eyes. 

Tu KhM^rcm^Mdrcm^xotYitx well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a tcare of mine^ 
For choupooreman haft drown'd it with thine owne^ 
Ahmy£w«4 I will wipe thy cbeekes. 

77 Marke Marcus marke^I vnderitand her fignes^ 
Had flic a tongue to fpcake^ow %vould£he lay 
That to her brother which I fajd to thee* 
His Napkin with henrue teares all bewer^ 
Cauda no feruice on her forrowfull checkes. 
Oh what a fimpachy of woe is this! 
As fane from helpcas Limbo is fromblifle, 

SnterAron the Mwre afoxe+ 

'Moore, Titm Andronkm y my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word^that if thoo lone thy formes, 
Let MmcmJLnctmfit thy felfe old Tarn, 
Orany one of you,chop off your hand, 
And fend it to the Kin g;he for the fame, 
Will fend thee hither both thy fomies aline, 
And dm fhall Be the laDfcme for their fault. 


±L 

Ti. Ohgracious Emperourjioh gentle Amm* 
Did euer Ratien fing fo like a Larkc, - 
Tha-- cities fweet tydiugs of the Sunnesvpniet 
Wkh ailmy heart,Ile fend the Enipcrour my hand, 
Good Avon wilt thou help to chop it oSi 

L U . Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine. 
That bath thrown? downe fo many enemies, 
Shall notbc fens : my hand willietue theturne, 
My youth can better ip are my blood then you, 
And dierfore mine ftiaU fouemy brothers hue*, l 

Mar* Which of your hands hath not deiendedllotnc, 
And reared aloft the bloody Batdeaace, 
Writing dcflruciion on the enemies Gaftletf 
Oh none of both but arc of high defevt f 
My hand hath bin but idlest: it feme . 
To ranfomc my two ncphewes from their deatu, 
Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

more* Nay come agree, whofe hand ftiallgoe along 
For ieare they die before their pardon come* 
UMar. My hand fhall goc* 
Lu* By hcauen it fhall not goe. 
T*- Sirs ftriue no more^fuch withered hearbs as t'bcfc 
Are mccte for plucking vp,and therefore mine* 

Lh. Sweet Father^! fhall be thought thy fonne, 
Let me redceme my brothers both from death. 

Man And for our fathers fake^nd mother* eare, 
Now let n>e flits vx a brothers lone to thee. 

Tu Agree betweeoe you ,1 will fpafe my hand, 
£& t Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 
Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exemt 
Ti* Come hither Aaron ^ dectiue them botb^ 
Lenj mc thy hand^andl will giue thee mine, 

Uytoore. If that becal'd deceit j I will be honeft, 
And ncuer whil'ft I liuc decciue men fo : 
But lie deceiue you in anorher fort, 
And that youl fay ere halfe an hourepaflfe* 

71c ems off Tina hand* 

Enter Lmim and Ttfdrett s agates* 

Ti* Mow ftay you ftrife,v?hat (hall be/is difpatcht;: 
Good Aron giue his Maieftic mt hand^ 
Td! him ? it was a hand that warded him 
From ihoufand dangers : bid him bury its 
More hath it merited : That le t it haue* 
As for for my fonnes,fay I account ofthem^ 
As jewels purchaft at an eafie price, 
And yet deeretoo^becaufe I bought mine own e a 

Aron. I goe A%drofflc&f $ md for thy hand, 
Lookcby and by to haue thy fonncswith thee ; 
Their Heads I mtane : Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 
Let foolo doc good^nd fa ire men call for grace, 
Aron will haue Ma foulc blacke lite his face, Exit m 

Ti* O hcere I life this one hand vp to heauen^ 
And bow this feeble mine tothecarth a 
If any power pieties *retched teares i 
To that I call ; what wilt ihou kneele with me £ 
Doc then deare heartier beau en fhall heart our prayers^ 
Or with our fighs wee 1c breath the welkin dimme, 
And ftaine the Sun with fogge a s fomtime cloudej. 
When they do hug him in iheir melting bofomcs* 

'Mar* Oh brother fpeake with poflibihties , 
And do>not brcafce into thefe deepe excreames. 

Ti. Is not my forrow deepe^hauingno bottomed 
d d j Then/ 


Li 




